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ye pilgrim-folk, advancing pensively
As if in thought of distant things, I pray,
Is your own land indeed so far away—
As by your aspect it would seem to be—
That this our heavy sorrow leaves you free
Though passing through the mournful town midway:
Like unto men that understand to-day
Nothing at all of her great misery ?
Yet if ye will but stay, whom I accost,
And listen to my words a little space,
At going ye shall mourn with a loud voice.
It is her Beatrice that she hath lost;
Of whom the least word spoken holds such grace
That men weep hearing it, and have no choice.
A while after these things, two gentle ladies sent unto
me, praying that I would bestow upon them certain of
these my rhymes. And I (taking into account their
worthiness and consideration,) resolved that I would
write also a new thing, and send it them together with
those others, to the end that their wishes might be more
honourably fulfilled. Therefore I made a sonnet, which
narrates my condition, and which I caused to be con-
veyed to them, accompanied by the one preceding, and
with that other which begins, ' Stay now with me and
listen to my sighs/ And the new sonnet is, * Beyond
the sphere.'
This sonnet comprises five parts. In the first, I tell
whither my thought goeth, naming the place by the name
of one of its effects. In the second, I say wherefore it goeth.
lip, and who makes it go thus. In the third, I tell what
it saw, namely, a lady honoured. And I then call it a
1 Pilgrim Spirit* because it goes up spiritually, and like
a pilgrim who is out of his known country. In the fourth,
I say how the spirit sees her such (that is, in such quality)
that I cannot understand her; that is to say my thought
rises into the quality of her in a degree that my intellect
cannot comprehend, seeing that our intellect is, towards
those blessed souls, like our eye weak against the sun ; and
this the Philosopher says in the Second of the Metaphysics.

